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secret war, and the peoples who had given their sons and husbands were
to know nothing about it, except by brief bulletins which told them
nothing, or very little.
Four times a day we went to the French War Office on the left bank
of the Seine for the official communiques. In a big salon with gilded
chairs and Empire mirrors, groups of French journalists sat about
smoking cigarettes interminably, waiting for the next news with nervous
impatience. In the room were three iron bedsteads and now and then a
man would lie at full stretch on one of them as though exhausted by this
nervous tension. When the news came it needed a map to make any
sense of it, and then not much.
"Tout va bien!" said a French official cheerfully, and with obvious
insincerity. What news leaked through in those days was not encourag-
ing to France.
At the Ministry of Foreign Affairs on the Quai d'Orsay I had the
honour of meeting M. Doumergue, Minister of War and for a time
Prime Minister of France. It was here in this house, a few days before,
that the German Ambassador spoke a few quiet words before asking for
some papers which hurled millions of men against each other in mortal
combat. I waited for a while in an antechamber, and presently a foot-
man came through the velvet curtains and said: "Monsieur le President
vous attend" I was taken into another room, a little cabinet overlooking
a garden under old trees through which the sunlight filtered. A stone
goddess smiled at me through the open windows. I saw her out of the
corner of my eye as I bowed to M. Doumergue, who stretched out his
hand to me with that expression of "tout va bien I" which masked the,
anxiety of every French statesman.
He made a set speech to which I listened politely.
"Civilisation itself depends upon the success of our arms. For years
Germany has played the part of a bully, basing her policy upon brute
force and thrusting her sword before the eyes of man."
After some rhetoric he said that German prisoners of war were in a
bad way, starving when they fought. Where is Germany's boasted
organisation? he asked. "Us out bluff & tout le temps T
These last words were utter nonsense. Germany was already thrust-
ing deep into France and Belgium. There was no bluff about the
power, organisation, and professional training of the German Army.
"I am perfectly satisfied," he assured me, and his optimism cheered
me, in spite of a little devil of doubt lurking in my brain.